
The Tragedy 

TJaJf. So prolper I,as I fvveare perfe£l loue" 

Ri. And las 1 lou o.Hafiings with my heart. 

King. Maddam,your felfe is not exempt in this 
Nor, your Tonne Dorfet^Bucltyngham, nor you, ' 

You haue beene.racUous one againft the other 
W ite, louc Lord Hafiings, let him kiffe your hand 
And what you doe., doe it vr.fainedly. ’ 

£hu Here Hafiings, I willneuer more remember 
©Ur former hatred, lo thriuc I and mine* 
Z?pr/.Thusenterchangeof Joue, I here proteft, 

Vpon my part Thall be vnuiolable. 

El a f l- And fo I (were my Lord. 

Nov V P rincel y Buckingham feale vp this league 

With thy embracemcnt to my wiues allies 5 5 

And make me happy in this vnicy. 

Aw^wben euer Buckingham dochturne his hate 
On you,or yoursjbut with all dutiousloue 
Doth cherjfh you and yours, Godpnnifh me 
with hate,in thofe where Iexpeft moft lone, 

W hen I haue moft neede to inpploy a friend., 

Andmoft afture^ tftat he is a . frieind, 

Deepe, hollow trecherous,and ; fuH of ouile 
Be he vnto me: This doe I beggeofGod 
When I am cold in zealc to you or yours* 

King. A pleaftng cordiall Princely Buckingham 

Is this thy vow vnto my ftckly heart ; 3 

There wantethnow our brother GlocHtcr here 
T o make the perfed period of this peace. ' 

Enter Glecefier. 

^c^Andin good time here comes the noble Duke. 
o/^.Good morrowto my foueraigne King and Queene. 

And princely Pearesj a happy time of day. 

King. Happy mdeedas we hauefpent the dav. 

Brother we haue done deeds of charit y : 7 

Made peace of emnity/aire loue of hate 
Beuveene thefe fvvefting wrong infeenfed Peares* 

°\ ^ bleffed labour moft foueraigne Lieee 
Amongft this Princely heape, if any here & J 

By fall® intelligence, or wrong furmile, 

Hold 



of Richard the Third. 

Hold mea foe, if I vnwictingly or in my rage, 

Haue thought committed that is hardly borne- ‘ 

By any in this preience , I deiire 
lo reconcile meto his fieindly peace,' 

Tis death to me to be at emmty, 

I hate it and deiire all good mens loue* 
FirftMaddamlintreatpeace of you. 

Which I purchace with my dutious feruice* 

Of you my noble coufen Buckingham, 

If euer any grudge were lod’gd betweene vs. 

Of you my Lord Ritters , and Lord Gray of you. 

That all without defart haue fround on me. 

JDukeSjEarles, Lord s, Gentlemen, indeed of all ‘ 

I do not know that Englifhrr.an aliue, 

With whom my foule is any iotteat oddes. 

More then the- infant that is borne to night 
I thanke my God for my humility, 
fila. A holy- day fhail this be kept hereafter, 

I would to God all llrife were well compounded. 

My foueraigne leige I do befeech your Maiefty 
To take our brother Clarence, to your grace* 

Glo. Why Maddaifl, haue I offered loue for this , 
TobethusicOmdin this royal 1 prefence ? 

W ho knowes not that the noble Duke is dead ? 

You doe him iniury to fcorne his coarfe. ( he is ? 

Ri- Who knowes not he is dead, who knowes 
J23' All feeing heauen , what a world is this ? 

Bug. Looke I fo pale Lord Dorfet as the reft ? 

•Per. I my good Lord and none in this prefence 
But his red colour hath fbrfooke his cheekes* 

Km- Is Clarence dead ? the order was reuerft. 

Glo. But He poore foule by our firft order dide> 

And that a winged Mercury did beare. 

Some tardy criple bore the countermannd. 

That came too lagge to fee him buried : 

God graunt that fome lefle noble and lefle loyall 
Neerer in bloody thoughts,buttiot in blood : 

Delerue not werfe then wretched Clarence did. 

Ana yet goe currant from fufpition* Enter Bar By! 
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